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ANOTHER FRACAS AT A THEATRE. 


“The first performance of ‘ Microbina,’ at the ‘Friv.,’ on Saturday night, was the occasion of another of those painful exhibitions which the first nighlist of 
to-day seems to revel in. I blush to say that Poor Papa was one of the offenders. From what I hear, it came ahout through a distinguished dramatic critic 
observing to his wife, in a voice which the entire house could hear, that he thought from the sweet zephyrs that permeated the stalls, there must be a Gin Distillery 
in the neighbourhood. Very stupidly Poor Papa thought the remark a personal one, and there and then proceeded to extinguish the critic on the spot.’?—Toortsit. 


AN ARTFUL DODGER. 


—~— 


THERE were strange doings in London Town in the Days 
of the Merry Monarch—as, for instance, when one morning 
Will Dudley, the highwayman, robbed a simple yokel at 
Bartlemy Fair. 

Will, himself, was dressed as a countryman, wearing a pair 
of muddy boots and carrying 2 whip in his hand ; and as he 
was leaving the fair, to which his visit had been profitless, 
he met Bumpkin going in. “Have care of your money, 
honest friend,” quoth Will, “for you are going intoa cursed 
place, full of rogues and thieves. Let one take ever so good 
care, they will be sure of his money,and, for myself, I thank 
my stars they haven't taken the very teeth out of my jaws.” 
At this the countryman chuckled, and, producing a “round 
piece,” stowed it safely away in the corner of his mouth, 
and passed intothe fair. But,a few minutes later, whilst the 
chawbacon was staring around,asmall boy fell down before 
him, scattering on the ground, as he did so, three or four 
sixpenny pieces and groats, which he as quickly picked up, 
but, in doing so, raised a great. outcry, for he said that a 
broad piece of gold he had in his hand with the silver wos 
missing. “Why,” quoth Will, “I saw yonder countryman 
just now put a piece of gold into his mouth,” and, sure 
enough, when the unhappy victim's mouth was forced open, 


(1), Pimples and Popples were inveterate smokers, (2). Rushing downstairs she almost fell into John, (3). Dashed forward and empticd the contents of 


n always hidden ina cloud of smoke. Harriet, their the footman's, arms. “ Fire!” shrieked she. “ Where ? the pail upon it. Pimple swore. Popples curse, and there the broad piece was found, and, what is more, restore 

5 hew servant, when entering the room, was horrified, yelled he. “Come!” murmured she. Seizing a pailof those two servants knew their fate was scaled. They to the poor boy, who presently handed it over to Will, 

— awl made sure the house was being destroyed by fire. | water, John followed her, and secing smoke— are now in search of fresh situations. whilst the countryman came in for a sound drubbing from 
° *: ' 
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the indignant spectators. At an inn hard by, the sufferer was 
shortly joined by his master,a rich landed proprietor, ph Sera as 
his story, laughed loudly, and then told him that he himself hi 
that morning been robbed of a pocketful of guineas on ‘Change. 
The yokel laughed now. “Sir,” said he, “let's escape out of this 
lace. They'll have our very bowels.” But the squire, having 
Filed his purse, went the next day tothe Exchange, and once again 
without his feeling the slightest touch, his purse vanished. — vill 
was not far off, and the squire suspecting him, bluntly told him as 
much, but gave his word of honour he might keep the coin, and no 
harm should befall him if he would come to dinner to meet some 
of the nguire’s friends and explain the way these tricks were done. 

One of the company there, pulling out his watch, swore no thief 
could rob him of it. “If the gentleman,” said Will, “ will take a 
turn in the street for ten minutes or so, I’ll wager guinea I'll have 
the watch before he returns, and | won't the while stir from the 
room.” The gentleman strolled out, kept a sharp eye on his pro- 

rty, and returned in triumph to the inn. Just on the doorstep, 

owever, a little boy pointed out to him that there was some dirt 
on his back. He generously gave the good little boy a shilling to 
wipe it off, and rejoined the company. Will asked him a minute 
later what time it was, The gentleman felt in his fob for the watch 
that the merry rogue, at the same moment, roduced from his own, 
warning him in future to beware of good little boys, for that one 
must have been the same that robbed poor Roger. “ But that 
trick,” said Will, “isn’t worth talking of. See, there is a nobleman 
just ing the window with a rich coat. I'll wager, as before, to 
steal it from him, and return with it on my own back.” The gentle- 
pen all, and poor Roger, too, staked their money, and Will sallied 
orth. 

Following the nobleman to a tavern, and after seeing him obse- 
quiously conducted upstairs, Will bustled forward to borrow an 
apron of the barkeeper saying his master would be served only by 
his own footman, that he was a right good customer, and drinking 
only the best wine, Will must go to the cellar and taste it for him 
first. He chose the very best, and so nimble was he and so smart 
the jokes he cracked whilst serving, that the guests were all sur- 
prised and a During this time he had contrived tosecretly 
make a slit with his knife in his lordship’s coat, and, calling the 
nobleman’s attention to it, suggested that a man he knew close b 
could easily repair the damage. The suggestion was readily adop' 
The lord handed Will his coat. Will ran downstairs and borrowed 
the landlord’s cloak, under which to carry the coat, appropriated 
the best beaver hat hanging on the “cloak-pins,” as they then 
called hat-pegs, and returned to his friends to win his wager. 
Meanwhile, a terrible row soon arose at the tavern he had left. His 
lordship shouted for what he supposed was one of the landlord's 
servants, and for the return of his coat. To this the landlord indig- 
nantly clamoured for his cloak and beaver hat, and roundly 
all present as sharpers and cheats. Swords were drawn, and spits 

kers and suchlike weapons of defence produced, and blood would 

ave certainly been shed, had not the squire 0 ported arrived 
and set matters right by telling them how it all came about, and 
inviting them to join his party. 

Mpg let all Will's pilferings did not end as happily, for he 
and his brother Dick, having been hanged on February 22nd, 1631, 
their bodies were brought from the gallows to their poor father 
who received such a shock at the sight, fell dead upon them, an 
was buried with them at the same time in the same grave. 


Ld * * * * * 
“We won't nail nothing of The Ancient to-night,” murmured 
aye, “ however mops and brooms he is.” 
“Not if he don't bring nothing home,” said Billiam. 
(Newt week, “A Lady Nurse.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
=e 
oce Cores podent wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


FE. SHyrRMTON.—We agree with you; the likeness is excellent. 
We shall most certainly place it in our Exhibition.—T. CARNIE, 
—Thanks for photograph. You look extremely happy. Is it the 
“HaLF-HOLIDAY” that has made you so?——A. PoPE.—I/f we 
answered every inquiry of the nature of yours, we should fill the 
“ HALPF-HOLIDAY ” weekly with A nswersto Correspondents.” The 
coupons, of cuurse, arrive all right.——ALFRED.— The address is 
immaterial——F, A. EDWARDS.—It is best to inclose them in 
different envelopes, —J. R. C.— They are all engaged.— Nl. 
WHITE.—Probably you're not so black as you're painted, We will 
forges ou.——ComIcus.— Your Jedet ave esther funn nor origi- 

. You are anything but a comic cuss.—A. thanks; ut 
a filter would be of little use to The Eminent himself, and water, 
a8 a beverage, is regarded with but little favour at “The Sloperies.” 
_— 
“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World. 


Forwarded to any part of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canad 
gad’ Cuited’ States of A marion, post-free 3 - 


3 Months, 1s. 8d.; 6 Months, 38. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Weekly Contents Bills will be sent post-free to Newsagents 
on application, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 Centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE. 
SLOPER’'S NURSERY RHYMES. 


e 
£1: 1:0— 
And the“SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT” will be given for the 
Best Nursery Rhyme, having for its first line the words, 


A NASTY OLD WOMAN NAMED CHARRINGTON. 


Please write on Post-Cards only, and address— 
Mr. BARCLAY, THE GROCER, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C, 
*.* The List will close TUESDAY, OCTOBER 21sT, 1890, 


'JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


ee 
“On! Mrs. Quiverful,” said Miss Sweetoil, “I'm so glad I met 

you. In my paper, this week, there is a competition, and a prize 
for the best way of using upacold leg of mutton. Would you 
mind telling me?” “Well, the best way I find for using it up.” 
declared Mrs. Q., “is to set tive hungry boys down to dine off it. 
There isn't much left of it to mess up afterwards.” 

s 

* 

BENEATH her window casement, I was serenading Kate, 
It was raining like the dickens and was getting beastly late ; 
I struck my bs ey guitar and sang, “Come down to me, my sweet,” 
“T can't, you bally chump,” she said, “I'm in my robe de nuit.” 

*** 


“SOME ple are always so inconsiderate,” said Mrs. Spillikin. 
“It’s not that I so much mind S. coming to bed in his boots, as 
when he wakes up in the small hours and setsabout cleaning them 
with a toothbrush, because he says he’s got an appointment at a 
harvest festival, and won't be kept from going there for all the 
green and pink frogs that ever crawled up a curtain!” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY: 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 338.—The “ Anti-cum-Charrington ” Costume, 


of long standing. 


A short acquaintance and friend WAITING UP FOR BUGGINS. 


Ruby. Oh, Jack ! look at Mr. Speckleden’s beautiful hare ! 


An every night idyl. 


Jack (who is very shortsighted), Beautiful, do you call it? So would mine be if 


I dyed it like he does. 


Tompkins has recently purchased 
a horse from a circus proprietor. 
The above is the result of his first 


appearance in public. 


“Look full at him, Mariar; it’s our 
only chance. The moment he catches 
sig ts your ugly phiz, he'll turn tail, 
ou 


BEL 


| cupan 
| —you may go bail that that there dear child's going to develop into 


| @ stage-manager. *° 


(Saturday, October 18, 1890, 


WHEN a good young man wants to make the best 

wife, we most sincerely advise him to only gotothose Pomsosi hol 
they do their washing at home. Let him next stand on the back 
garding wall. Let him observe the “hanging out to dry” calmly 
coolly and gently. Opera glass at his hand, let him scrutinize the 
patos gor of the patches in the dainty lingerie. Gaze at the Lisle 
hread nethermost of the fair ones and see how the darning has 
been jerked off, and then—if Araminta doesn't look out of the bed- 
chamber window sweet, with her hair in curl-papers, and near! 
scalp him by pati | the soap dish at his cranium, he may think 
himself good enough to enter for the twopenny lucky stakes, 


s 

WouLD that I once more could see 
My long de; . 

Her very name proclaims to me 
That broken is my heart ; 

But she has gone away from me, 
Not to the heavenly clime. 

Ah! Fates are cruel, don’tchersee— 
I think she's doing time. 


* 

WHENEVER you see a small boy drilling his sisters in the back- 
yard and calling them all the names under the sun, moon and stars 
cos they won't stand on one leg all at a time ; and when that dear 
child has promised them an acid-drop apiece if they'll do it proper ; 
and when he only gives half an acid-drop after all ; and whenever 
that boy passes the warm part of the day bares water in an egg- 
saying that he can’t possibly do without his brandy and niall 


“Papa,” asked the Bladder Branchlet number two, “were you 
ever a wheelwright?” And after the Trunk’s vase regi negation, 
the Twiglet amusingly explained, “ Well, Mr. Snarler says you are 
always putting your spoke in.” *.* 


“ HERE, boy,” said a man, “how old are you?” “TI ain't old, I'm 
young,” smartly returned the lad. A 


* 
Way, I'd sell my soul for a pint of beer! 
What do you say? I should be sucked in? 
Afraid of the devil? I’ve no fear. 
Why, I'd sell my sole, with the heel chucked in! 


= 
“Wuart is friendship?” says ALLY. “It’s but an empty dream, 
a glass without a drink in it, an early closing house that you're 
chucked from before 11.45, the stalking of a sweet maid, who turns 
round sudden like and turns out to be your own missus Boing for 
the supper beer. For true friendship—ga-long, ga-long! 
ss 


* 

ALLY says that, after all, he knows he was born to bean actor. 
“T'll play Ravenswood,” said he, “or I'll know the reason why !” 
Then Mrs. Sloper arose at last. “The reason why, is that if you 
don't leave off that dratted noise, and put down that there toasting- 
fork you're stabbing at the dustbin lid, I'll save the expense of 
having the chimney cleaned, by giving you such a oner with the 
rolling-pin that your coat-tails will fly up it and send the soot out 
up among the stars and comets " 


s 
THE old man got the jim-jams ; 
He busted down the door ; 
The air was full of dim-dams. 
Oh, mercy! How he swore! 


The mother's wail to Heaven rose. 
She asked him what he meant. 

“Why, on the top of all my woes, 
The bums come in for rent.” 


s 

“THE old English sports and pastimes were very interesting,and 
I should like see them revived,” said Bladder pater, and the 
edified Twiglet chimed _in, “ Yes, and you know something 
about ’em, and you're a flyer at one of ‘em, aren’t you?” “What 
do you mean, hope of the house of Bladder?” “Why, Mr. Snarler 
says he never knew anybody so good at erie the long bow as 
you, and I suppose you know a bit about the Red Indian games, 
for he says you can hold your own at throwing the hatchet !” 


s 
“WELL, anyhow, you cannot deny that, as a sex, women are silly 
and frivolous,” observed Lord Bob. “ That is not our fault, my 
dear,” returned Tootsie ; “you forget that we were made to match 
the men.” *,* 


Hatton! Yes, he brought down his hat on the other fellow's 
head, and neither of them kept their hair on. 
s 
“WHAT, marry a man who can’t read or write! 
Surely, young man, you are having a lark!” 
“T don't see that, for although I ain't bright, 
erever I gol shall make my mark.” 


* 
“Mopesty,” said Mrs. Spillikin, “covers a multitude of sins. 
The latest dress improver, by the way, happens to be st: led ‘The 
Real Unlimited Royal Grecian Statue Maker,’ So the world wags ! 


* 

“HALLO, old chap! back again?” “ Yes, back from the moors. : 
“| know—Dartmoor! 1’'m off shooting to-morrow.” “I know— 
the moon!” +7 

“ My father,” pensively remarked a juvenile witha pane of glass 
in his eye and a white barrel round his neck, “must have been a 
doosid handsome fellah! Yes,and a demmed clevah fellah,and an 
intellectual sorter bounder, doncherknow ! aa And the ladies paused 
in sipping their 5 P.M. tea, and the chappies around took their 
stick knobs out of their mouths, and asked the chin musician how 
he made out his argument. “Oh! he must have been all that and 
a lot more to have had a son like me 1% 


s 
FLow, thou rippling streamlet, 
Down to the sea! 
Yet, why do I wish thee 
To flow away from me 
Because, on OF bosom, 
"Neath the blue sky, 
Floats a dead tripehound— 
And he sinells high! 


Ir was in an art gallery, and the twain stood for awhile regard- 
ing a pretty little picture of a shepherd boy ina eS blue suit © 
knickers playing on a flute to a young person 0 the female pet- 
suasion, led. in pretty pink, while the frisky lambs were dping 
“cellar flaps” to the “tootling.” After dreamily regarding 1 

icture, she turned to her companion and said, ia do £0 ch 

Vatteau; don’t you? and he, turning to her with asmile in whic 
intelligence struggled with affection for supremacy, enswere 
“Yus! What ho! ain't a bad chyike, but I alwis uses ‘ Who-oy : 
it’s a bit rortier!” = 


ALLY SLOPER’S ART UNION. 


The next picture tobe given to one of the readers of * ALLY SLOPER'S reg ee 
DAY,” is an oil painting by J. YATES CARBINGTON, measuring 60 in. x SL ins 
a massive gold frame, and entitled, 


“TEUFEL THE TERRIER.” 


Make ON® APPLICATION ONLY, by sending an Envelope sith this 
ment inclosed, together with your Name and Address, any time before Decem 


Address—“ ALLY SLOPER'S ART UNION,” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, EO. 


o* This Picture ts on View every Friday afternoon between 3 p.m. and 6 p.m. 


announce” 
ber 31s! 


Saturday October 18, 1890.) 
TOOTSIE AND THE CAPTAIN. 


_—_—— 


women there are alive who have 
‘em on? Not to have been born 
a boy is the futile 
re of much youth- 
ful loveliness, but 
boys are dreadfully 
objectionable, and as 
the sister of that 
Alexandry and the 
cousin of that wretch, 
Ww. Hlseias, you 
surely must allow I 
am capable of speak- 
ing with authority. 
No, it’s a stupid thing 
to be a boy, and the 
drawback to being a 
man is that you've 
got to go through 
the boy business first, 
and can't help your- 
self. I have also ob- 
served, by-the-way, 
from what the gir 
have said who wished 
they had been born 
boys, that they would 
have been deuces of 
fellows, and behaved 
very badly to the 
girls, so eis it’s 
as lucky they weren't! 
I_ believe all girls 
like to see other girls 

up as men, 
and so Captain 


1 WONDER how many youn, 
had the chance and haven't had 


Marquis de 
HARRY PARKER. HaRRY ASHLEY, 
Thérése was a good 
title for Planquette’s opera at the Prince of Wales’, to fetch the 
girls who bring the men who pay for seats, 
I have previously remarked what very funny things the critics 
are, When this piece was first produced, I happened to be absent 
“on tour” with the Lord Bob Ss Company, so I was unable to 
grace and adorn the auditorium. I, however, as usual, the 
criticisms which appeared at the time, and I noted that one young 
man critic in particular was very down indeed upon the work. 
That young man had no hopes of arun, but seemed to be of opinion 
that if Burnand’s dialogue were cut out and Gilbert A’Beckett's 
lyrics replaced by others, and some different comic business pro- 
cured, and mpl pel with voices dropped into the places of 
those now en, a 
else's, and a few fresh scenes 
end of the week, I suppose 
his way to quite 
all this, and Cap- 
tain Thérése has 
been going on very 
nicely, thank you, 
ever since, 

1, for one, must 
own that the other 
evening I was ve 
much entertained. 
There is not a very 
clear or clever plot, 
but there is some 
very good comic 
biz., which might 
be expected from 
Harry Monkhouse 
and at Ashley. 
Attallies Claire, the 
“Capting,” has an 
agreeable and sym- 
pathetic voice, and 
1s & great acquisi- 
tion to London, a 
thing which can 
hardly be said of 
a good many other 
dramatic importa- 
tions that have 
glutted the old 
country’s market. 
Joseph Tapley was 
in fine form and 
sang most sweetly 
and was again and 
again encored, whilst Haydn Coffin made a tremendous hit with his 
butterfly song with an accompanying dance, in which the one and 
oy Phyllis, as pretty and nimble and graceful as ever, joined 
um, 

_And can’t Haydn dance? How is it he has kept this talent so long 
hidden up his sleeve—I mean, down his trouser leg? Ashley gets 
a good bit out of a pompous Colonel jealous of his wife,and having 
those “* ned moments” Shakespeare speaks of spent by the 
Rey, “who loves yet doubts, who doubts yet fondly loves.” Harry 

‘arker is effective as the Marquis, and Hendon Shale and Ettison 
all come to the fore. Amadi is Society funny as the Marquis’ 
sister, and Florence Darley was nice as Claudine. 

It seems a pity that comic operas don’t get better plots, because 
there are such a lot of good 
plots that might be used. How- 
ever, I don’t think many people 
bother themselves much on that 
score, and so, perhaps, it doesn’t 
matter. The dresses and Charle: 
Harris’ stage effects are splendid. 

The reason for Miss Thérése 
being called a captain is simple 
enough. Her lover is suspected 
by the marg uis of certain carry- 
ings on with a married lady, 
and his marriage with Thérése 
being in consequence broken 
off. She, to enable her lover 
to clear himself, dons his uni- 
form, tr**s*rs and all, and thus 
is thusly, so to speak. 

The Snook tells me he has 
seen several actresses on the 
stage who have played the man 
to perfection. But as a rule 
ladies, in modern male dress 
stand and walk and talk and 
(if they have to do it) smoke 
rather foolishly. Ihave observed 
the same with respect to Lardi 
Longsox, who gets one knee 
bent somehow like ancient 
statues at the Crystal ‘Palace, 
and looks as shy as they are 
said to have done this year, 
when the Salvation Army came 
down, and the m er would 
not find bathing dresses or 
counterpanes. Cousin Eveliny 
once took a boy’s part in some private theatricals, and people 
aie could not believe she was a girl. They took her fora 
clothes horse, 


nd Planquette’s music changed for somebody 
pointed, it might struggle on till the 
orace Sedger, somehow, did not see 


Herminie: 
MADAME AMADI. HAYDEN COFFIN. 
Madlie. Thérese: ATTALLIES CLAIRE. 


Duvet: HARRY MONKHOUSE. 
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SLOPEBR” WATCHES: 
1, JOHN STENNER, Decorator, 99 Great Dover Street, Borough. Age, 40 
Subscriber—since commencement. LO: . 
2, FLORENCE WARREN, Mantlemaker, 6 Havelock Street, Copenhagen Street. 
Age, 15 years. Subscriber—since No. 1. LONDON. 
3. JOHN HENRY PLUMMER, Clerk, 5, 7,9 Godliman Street. Age, 25 
Subscriber—since start. LON 
4. JAMES LEDGERWOOD, Druggist, 14 Brougham Street. Age, 19 years. 
Subscriber—since No, 1. BELFAST, 
5. ALBERT WOODCOCK, Pointsman, 28 Knowsley Road. Age, 33 years. Sub- 
scriber—since January, 1885. Boore. 
6. JAMES WILLIAM APPLETON, Musical Director, Empire Theatre, 
Age, 30 years. Subscriber—regularly from No. 1. COVENTRY. 
7. GEORGE W. CALVERT, Machinist, 70 Henry Street. Age, 30 years. Sub- 
scriber—since September, 1884, DARLINGTON. 
8. FRED ROBINSON, Miner, 11 Knowles Hill. Age, 21 years. Subscriber— 
since No. 1. DEWSBURY. 
9, D. MAYBURY, Compositor, 1 Holles Row, Holles Street. Age, 39 years. Sub- 
scriber—about 6 years. DUBLIN. 
10, ISA. MCRAE, Shop-girl, 3 Reform Street. Age, 21 years, Subscriber—5 na 
B.S, MILES, High S “ 
11, B.S. treet. Age, 24 years. Subscriber—6 
12, ANNIE BROWN, Newsagent, 2 Oak Villas, Cove Bel a5 
Subscriber—since No. 1. 
13. GEORGIANA FROW, Weaver, 32 Walter Street, Kirkstall Road. Age, 22 
years. Subscriber—5 years, 33 weeks. LEEDS, 
14. M. E, GREENOUGH, Grocer’s Assistant, 28 Queen aes oy 13 years. 


peices | years. GH (Lancs.), 
15. G. ARMSTRONG, Plumber, 63 Senhouse Street. Age, 24 years. Subscriber 
—since July, 1886, MARY PORT, 


16. JOHN T. MEADOWS, Gardencr, Gladstone Street North, Millfield. Age, 62 
years, Subscriber—4 years, 45 weeks. PETERBOROUGH. 
17, JOHN POSTLEWHITE, Pointsman, L. & Y. Railway Station, Salwick. 
Age, 23 war Subscriber—5 years, 2 weeks, PRESTON. 
18, PETER SMITH, Gardener, Park Place. Age, 39 years. Subscriber—over 5 


years. STIRLING. 
19, hfe ee Shaw Heath, Edgeley. Age, 41 years. 


Subscriber—since 
0. 1. STOCK PORT. 
20. JOSEPH LIGHT, Plumber, “The Grotto Inn.” Age, 19 
—over 5 years. 


years, Subscriber 
WEYBRIDGE, 


AMOROUS TRADESMEN. 
No, 11.—THE PASSIONATE JOINER TO HI3 LOVE. 


SIncE first I saw thy beauteous face 
I’ve loved thee, and shall love alway ; 

I pray thee yield me one em-brace, 
And listen to my hammer-ous lay. 


Oh! canst thou love me just one dit ? 
For if thou canst not, tell me plane, 
And to my fate I must submit, 
ough with ex-screw-ciating pain. 


Ev’ry de-vice, dear, I would try 
To make thee happy, I protest : 
And with thy least* wish to comply, 
I vow I'd do my level best. 


I fear I bore thee with my song; 
Tvo(L) late I've asked t M love, I see; 

Thou hast loved another all along ; 

Out of my bride he’s chiselled me. 


My love has been a deal too great ; 
O(ak) canst thou really ne'er be mine? 
Par-teak-ularly sad’s my fate ; 
Alone and hopeless I must pine, 


++ 


A DESIRABLE RESIDENCE. 


THE following little story has only just leaked out :— _— ; 

When the Scatteroats’ children came home for the holidays this 
summer, Mrs. S. persuaded her spouse to take a furnished house at 
the seaside for a couple of months, 

Only one among the few thousand answers to the advertisement 
they inserted seemed suitable, and Scatteroats pére went down to 
inspect the house, taking his camera with him that he might 
photograph the place, and so give his lady a chance of judging its 
merits. 

He reached his destination, and, after photographing the house, 
was returning to the station, when his attention was arrested by 
the spectacle of a very charming girl who was disporting herself in 
the water, and he could not resist the temptation of taking a snap 
shot at her with his camera. 

Unfortunately, in his hurry, he used the plate previously em- 
pore for the purpose of photographing the villa. E 

rs, 8. was naturally curious to know what the place was like, 
and, without waiting for a proof, looked at the negative. The 
vilia was peasy. enough, but, oh, horror! strolling across the little 
lawn, in the direction of an ornamental pond, was a young lady in 
a bathing dress, which left very little to the imagination. 

Scatteroats’ explanation did not improve matters, and he has 
since given up photography. 


WOoUR CHARACTER TOLD. 


For the Benefit of the Readers of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY,” the ser- 
vices of a Graphologist of great skill and talent have been |. Readers 
desiring a delineation of their character must send a letter of moderate length, 
signed with the usual signature, and accompanied by a stamped addressed envelope 
(with the writer's own address). All letters must be directed to— 


“ALLY SLOPER’S GRAPHOLOGIST,” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.0. 
Answers will be posted direct to the addresses given on Envelope. No notice will 
be taken of any communication not complying with the above regul: 
Owing to the enormous number of letters received, Answers cannot be guaranteed 
within a month, but will be Jorwarded as egrly as possible, 


We 
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MYRA IN A MUDDLE. 


SHE was of quite a distinguished family when I married her. 
Her father—everyone knows Professor Passtrick, the sleight of 
handartist,and 
his shop in 
Holborn— 
everyone has 
seen him on 
the platform, 
His great trick, 
that of taking 
a live guinea 
pig out of an 
old lady's reti- 
cule, has been 
honoured by 
crowned 
heads; but | 


her father till 

fell in love 
with her, and 
married her off 
the platform, 
so tospeak. I 
fell in love 
with her upon 
the occasion of 
her making an 
omelette in my 
best silk hat, 
while the Pro- - 
fessor was en- 
gaged in 
pounding an- 
other man's splendid gold chronometer into apparent atoms. 

She was as pretty as a wax doll from the Lowther Arcade, and 
the house I brought her home to was as pretty as a doll's house. 

“We must have a housewarming, Binky,’ said she one day, 
coming behind my chair. 

“Good gracious !” I exclaimed, “is the place damp?” 

“No, dearest old doddler,” said my wife,“ I meana party. The 
Smithsons and the Brownlows,” said my wife, “and your people and 
pa—but pa won't come—and we'll have a little dinner and a Tittle 
music in the evening, and you shall show off the tricks I’ve taught 

you. 

“ My love,” I said, “don’t talk as if I was a performing dog.” 

But the thing was arranged. 1 like to fancy that I hawe a bit of 
the Professor's knack. And Myra and I arranged to freeze our 
audience with a trick, called, “ Beheading the Baby.” 

It's simple. You borrow a small child and cut off its head, and 

Os then luce the 
infant safe and 
sound. It’s done 
withadummy, of 
course,and is very 
interesting and 
ble, especi- 

ally to elderly 
? bachelors. 


~ the head of the 
~ dummy,” said 
Myra, on_ the 
morning of the 
housewarming, 
as I was getting 
ready to go to the 
City. “I put it 
away so carefully, 
for fear it might 
— some- 
ly, and now I 
can’t find it.” 
But she came 
to kiss me, 
smiling, and 
buttoned my 
coat and begged 
me to be k 
early, And [ 
grabbed my calf- 


Making an omelette. 


FARI 


eva 


skin and 
That horrid head. ran for the 
omnibus, 


It was full outside, I hate squeezing inside, amongst the old 
ladies, but I had to. I was very red and hot, of course, and my 
elbows were wedged so tightly to my sides, that it was with the 
greatest difticulty I could open my bag to take out my newspaper. 
Snap! It came open at last, but slipped between my knees and 
rolled on to the floor,and that horrid dummy head rolled out of it. 
There was a chorus of screams and a bustle, and in another 
moment somebody grabbed me by the throat. It was a fierce 
looking old lady. 
“ Murderer!’ she cried ; “you are caught at last! Police!" 
“My dear madam,” I began. 
“Ugh, you wretch!” she screamed. “ With the gory head of his 
victim before his eyes, to call me a dear madam! Stop the bus!" 
Somebody rang the bell, and the 'bus stopped and the conductor 
came down from the roof as a crowd began to assemble, and a 
policeman put his head in at the door and looked straight at me. 
“There's a lit- 
tle mistake,” I 
began, and tried 
to wink at him 
knowingly. But 
he picked up the 
head and put it 
back in the bag, - 
and said— 
“If you ain't 
the ’Oxton in- 
fanticider, you're 
as I'll trou- 
ble you to come 
quietly.” 
“Where?” I 
“To the sta- 
tion,” said he. 
Sure enough, 
he took me there, 
and I had to ex- 
lain myself be- 
ore the magis- 
trate, and prove 
that the head was 
only made of * 
india-rubber, be- 
fore I could get 
away, 


“How early 
you are home!” She hugged me. 
said my little 


wife. Then she hugged me and said, “I know why. You wanta 
rehearsal of ‘ Beheading the Baby,’ so as to be perfect to-night.” 
“Damn the baby!" I cried. And how far 1 kicked that india- 
-rubber head—well, I'll leave you to guess. 


“ Wha'sh the mattersh—(Aie)—with the bless- 


Mot 
now, it won'tsh go in at all!” 


Mother. What are you thinking of, dear ? 

Daughter. Oh! nothing, ma. 

. Then I suppose it must be the young man who has 
just left us! 


®,° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIB'S FRIENDS. 


| edsh key? It wash all ri’ last night—(hic)— 
i 
| 


No, 152.—Miss NELLIE STRATTON! 


“She's a darling, charming, captivating maid.” 


—The Dook Snook. 
“No mere prosaic words can tell the charm of her I love so 
well.” —Lord bub 


“She has no faults; she’s Nature's masterpiece—a perfect 
woman,” —The Hon. Billy. 


ee 


). The Glasgow Society for the Pro) 


| 


1 ny rapa of Conceited Fatheads hai 
aa ion to the Browside, to convert them by his bright example and good living, 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE 


(1). On his way to the theatre, while passing the Law Courts, A. SLOPER observed, 
immediately under the clock, three of our leading judges in conclave.—(2). Scorn- 
ing to do a mean action, The Mouldy One stealthily crept behind a pillar and listened. 
Each was under the impression that it was one or the other of his learned brothers 
that that play acting fellow Penley was taking off in The Judge, and were advising 
that action should be taken in the matter. “This to Sir John Pye!" hissed 
A. SLOPER, as he glided under the shadow of a “crawler” to the Opera Comique. 
—(3). “ Why, it’s SLOPER!" cried Penley,as The Eminent rushed breathlessly into 
his dressing room, “Have a glass of sherry? How do you like it—dry or damp?” 
“Penley, this is nota time fur bacchanalianism. Be warued—Justice is on your 


IN A NEST OF 


or the human mushroom McNab and heathenism ? 


ot 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


“ My husband is a gem, dear.” 
“ Yes, I know—he always signs his letters to me ‘Jem'!" 
[ Wasn't there ructions when the husband arrived home! 


INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—W. S. PENLEY, Esq. 
4 


| A PAIR OF GEMS. 


(2). When the Laird whirlwinded in, saying, “Is it my side ani Christianity, 


ee 


[Saturday, October 18, 189%, 


“The flower I wore at last night's bazaar 
cost me a shilling. Lord Fitzsnuff bought 
it for five pounds, simply for the pleasure 
of unpinning it from my dress. How silly 
men are.”—£xtract from letter of youny laiy. 


track! Escape while there is yet time.” “Who are my accusers?” “The three 
leading judges of the land!” “Heavens! Aid me, ALLY.” “TI will. Quick—chanye 
garments!” The disguise was soon effected.—(4). “ Admirable!" cried A. SLOPE. 
* Now make your way to Mildew Court; the door-key you will find in the lining of 
my hat, Away!" And Mr. Penley awayed, but not a moment too soon.— (5). 1 
arrest you!" said a policeman, suddenly appearing. “On what charge ’” demanded 
The Eminent, smiling in his sleeve. “For unpaid income tax. All right, Al.LyY—- 
disguise is useless with that nose!” A. SLOPER turned pale. “I did not expect 
this!" he gasped. But, after all, it was one of that fellow Penley’s jokes, and the 
officer was only Policeman Ricketts, who plays in the farce! 


HORNETS. 


(3). The Elder here appeared, and, after spinning the Laird with his foot, 


remarked, “Is it and me, or that fungus and the bad place?” 


Swe 
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4, ‘y Wy if 
py), 
| ial 


old- Bal Baron 
A 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Seven days have now ela since I have had the pleasure of addressing you, my worthy , best une out :—This noble ame, it seems to me, Is played more than it used to be :—The Shiplake 
patrons—yes, a whole week. But whata lot of wonderful events have occurred since then! The Island, so I'm told, Was to the Corporation sold :—We're sure to sre some good old sport, Before 
above are just a few of them, selected plot oy care and discretion. A choice collection, eh?— | Jong, at Westminster Court :—A right royal welcome, as we se, Was given to Lord Wolseley.— 
A month in sec will, I feel sure, This Hindoo's raving madness cure :—The rg hoe dull, so, just | The grand old football season is once more upon us, livelier than ever, Hooray for bruised shins, 
Jor sport, They to some funny tricks resort :-—This exhibition, without doubt, Is, in its way, the | 


broken arms and dislocated collar-bones !——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


A TASTY BIT. 


\ 


Bumpkins (who has just arrived, and has recetved a rather warm reception from the dug). Con- 
found the brute! he's taken quite a large piece out of my leg! COMMANDING THE POSITION. 
MARIA WAS FRIGHTENED. She. How annoying! £ never intended him to acquire the taste of meat ! | “* Distance lends enchantment to the view,’” quoth Miss Tabitha, as 
“Don't rouse me, Maria, or the consequences may be terrible!" (Not very consoling, Bumpkins thought. | she looked down contemptuously upon Ler inveterate enemy, Fido. 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 
eae 
ALLY SLOPER'S ART UNION. 

It is a complete mystery to most people how The Mildewed 
Fabric can afford to give away original paintings by the first 
artists of the day to readers of 
this effete and worn out publica- 
tion. Let it remain a mystery. 
A, SLOPER likes an air of mystery 
to surround every action of his 
life—it's jolly convenient at times, 
especially when Mrs. S.asks ques- 
tions as to where The Old Man's 
been after a fortnight’s absence 
from Mildew Court. Apart from 
the mystery, there's no paper in 
existence bar the “ HALF-HOLI- 
DAY” that can boast of having 
gc to its subscribers paintings 
»y such men as A, B, Hough- 
ton, G. J. Pinwell, W. B. Wollen, 
Haynes Williams, Maurice Greif- 
enhagen, Fred Villiers,J.Charlton, 
FE. F. Brewtnall, Marcus Stone, 
R.A., and Fred Barnard. It is 
now generally admitted in art 
circles that A, SLOPER has done 
more to advance the English 
School of Art within the last few 
years than — er—well, say John 
Ruskin. The latest picture 
offered by ALLY to his readers 
is by that well known painter, 
Mr. J. Yates Carrington, and _ is 
entitled “Teufel the Terrier,” a 
faithful likeness of his dog—the dog who has earned a world- 
wide repute for his extraordinary sagacity and loving fidelity. 


“TEUFEL the Terrier” will, for all time, stand out in doggy 
history as a big chief. He has made his mark on the sands of time 
in his sphere of life, just as much as Wellington and Nelson did in 
theirs. “ Honour to whom honour is due” is one of A. SLOPER'S 
mottoes, though, personally, he doesn’t come much in contact with 
the article. To The Moth Eaten Fabric there is something very 
beautiful and pathetic in the way in which Mr. Carrington tells the 
history of Teufel in his book published at the Pall all Gazette 
oftice. Commencing with Teufel’s birth and ending with his death, 
he takes you through all the incidents of his life in the most inter- 
esting way—you really feel the dog to be an old and valued friend. 
The pictures, too, also by Mr. Carrington, are simply charming. 
At the Peresiie’ request of Snatcher, who, though not mentioned 
in the biography, was one of the principal mourners at Teufel’s 
funeral, we quote the following passage from the book :—“ Little 
Dorothy, who is four years old, was with us when we performed 
these sad offices. She stood upon the flower-bed close to with a 
most pensive face, saying not a word, but dropping a flower upon 
his grave. That night, when Dorothy, who always blessed “old 
Teuf.” in her prayers, reached his name, she stopped. With her little 
hands still clasped, her face and eyes turned up, she solemnly and 
slowly said, “It’s no use blessing dear old Teuf. now, for he’s— 
dead |” + 


Ir seems that the Mormons have abandoned polygamy alto- 
gether, which news will not be very acceptable to the fair sex a8 
whole, seeing that they are a 
majority in the world. While 
polygamy reigned supreme 
around the Salt Lake City dis- 
trict there was achance of every 
young lady obtaining her fair 
share of the male sex ; but now 
that chance is extinguished, and 
acertain percentage of loveliness 
will be compelled to live a life of 
celibacy. Poor girls! what a 
pity it is that a few more of the 
male sex cannot be manufactured 
for their especial benefit ! 


* 

A LOT of bosh has recently 
been written, asserting that 
tobacco smoking is conducive 
to cancer on the tongue. This is 
all humbug. Smoking will no 
more bring on cancer than eat- 
ing and drinking. It is all very 
well for our  bigotted, non- 
smoking friends to assert that 
it does so, but mere assertion 
will not suffice. They have not 
a tittle of evidence to prove their 
statements. On the contrary, an 
eminent American physician has 
only recently made the followin: 
statement :—“ The only cases o 
cancer on the tongue that I ever 
saw were of persons who never smoked. The majority of them 
were women, and the half dozen men who were afilicted were not 
confirmed smokers.” We should like the opinions of some of our 
readers on this subject. ee 

s 


THE Press does not seem to be altogether unanimous in their 
criticism of Zhe Black Rover, the comic opera written and com- 
oe posed by Lus- 
combe relle, 
which is id 
occupying the 
boards id ae the 
Globe Theatre. 
While one paper 
states that the 
music is pretty 
and tuneful 
another alleges 
that there is not 
the seeks 
possibility of the 
ditties becoming 
generally popular. 
Again, we are told 
that there is not 
a dull moment 
in the piece, and, 
hs kind of oe 
off, we are gravely 
informed by 
another of our 
wise contempo- 
raries, that the 
opera comprises 
three acts of 
almost uniform 
dulness. Such a diversity of opinion among the critics speaks 
for itself, and needs no comment. For our own part, we cannot 
see that the opera differs very materially from its many predeces- 
sora, and requires neither severe condemnation nor enthusiastic 
praise. The music is certainly tuneful in parts, but there is a 
certain familiar ring about it. Taken as a whole, the libretto is 
smart and up to date. Charles Collette, as Pedro Guzman, is very 
funny, and receives excellent assistance from Johu Le Hay, Shiel 
Barry and Blanche Fenton. 


ALLY-SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


IN a recent interview, a lady detective states that, of all vocations 
open to the female sex, she considers her own the most exciting 
and well-paid. She also advises young 
ibe of average intelligence to em- 
brace the protession. “I have,” says 
she, “been a waitress, charwoman 
ladies’ maid, and have attended 
numerous fancy balls in costume in 
pursuit of my prey, and don't see 
why women should have more fear 
than men.” It is quite true that a 
woman need have no more fear than 
aman, but surely they should possess 
acertain degree of modesty which 
should or ought to prevent them 
entering such a dangerous profession. 
Thieves, profligates, and men and 
women who plunge into every degree 
of dissipation and debauchery, are not 
fit company for our English girls, but 
such is the people they would have to 
associate with when pursuing their 
business, and a female who enters ~ 
this profession with that knowledge 
ceases to bea woman any longer. 


Ld 

PAINED beyond measure, we must 
once again quote from Alexandry’s 
Encyclopedia Sloperica with a hope 
that this is the last time we shall have 
need to refer to it :—“ Monday, Sep- 
tember 29th, will long be remembered 
by the natives of Battersea, in conse- 
quence of the presence in their midst 
of a Man who, were he not my parent 
on the near side, I should describe as a Champion Rot and Bosh- 
monger. He was supposed to bea patron of the St. Mary’s Regatta. 
The only thing I saw him patronize was a black bottle labelled 
‘Gin.’ Tuesday, September 30th—The Father of my relations 
Screg fa Shakebacon and Ginetta Margarine, and my she-male 

rent, honoured a Baby Show held in the the ‘Gloucester Hotel’ 
arden, Greenwich, with their presence. The Boss says the parrot 
house at the Zoo is quiet when compared toa Kid Exhibition. Thurs- 
day, October 2nd.—Much against my will, and wholly without my 
sanction, the Guv’nor was installed as a member of the Royal Ante- 
diluvian Order of Buffaloes at the ‘Prince of Wales,’ Great 
Barlow Street (Primo C. Hodges), Sir Charles Ransom, P.G.P., 
K.G.H., etc., officiating. ‘Ransom is as ransom does,’ says the poet; 
but I guess those R.A.O.B.s "Il have to change the name of their 
society before my Father's been a member of it long. 1 tell you his 
conduct is horful. Well, even Bill Higgins pales afore him; he's 
so obstroperous !” “* 

* 


THERE is no truth in the report, in circulation among Music 
Hall artistes, that A. SLOPER intends conferring his “ Award of 
Merit” upon Mr. Char- 
rington. A great deal more 
likely that The Chaste One 
will be the first recipient 
of Ally’s new order—* The 
Badge of Disgrace,” the 
motto on which is “A dirty 
mind is a continual feast.” 
We are asked once again, 
by the Elder McNab, to 
give publicity to the fact 
that the M’Dougall is in 
ho war reine: oa: ie 
ag thing,,perhaps, for 
the M'Dougall that he is 
not, as 


NEw reading of an old 
saying —Charrington be- 
gins at home. | 


SELF DENIAL Week 
has resulted in a good 
haul for the Salvation 
Army. The following is 
a copy of the Self Denial 
paper of the Mildew Court 
Salvation slavey :— 
“ NamME—Eliza Spriggins. WORLDLY OccCUPATION—Lady Domee- 
tick. Depryved herself ov: mundy.—Usuerly have drippin’ for 
breckfust, but found larje pot of Jamb in store cubberd wich was 
4chunaitly Unlockedd, soled drippin’ at end of weak. Saived 2 
pense. tews-dy.—k&ded 2 shillin’s und tolled 2 buy Grosseryes, 
they cum 2 18 pense, 4 got to & back change. Saived 6 pense. 
wennsdy. — Found a munny Boxx in Sheffenere. With_sissers 
saived mse 4 pear thirsdy.—Was sent for Jinn. My sole 
revolltead. Sed I lorst munny down drane. Saived 4 pense. 
Srydy.—Wrag and bone rags korld. Soled him by axcident 
old silk dres & paytent korset. Saived 2 and ate eer 4 penny. 
satterday.—Cent for T, usuerlly give 3 shillin’, bort and 10 penny. 
Saived 1 and tupp pense. Toetill—Fyve and7 pense. Ally Looyer!” 


s 
Extract from Zhe Mildew Court Observer :—‘ GENERAL 
SERVANT WANTED. Must be strictly honest and a total abstainer. 
The Jewish or Buddhist religions not objected to, but no Salva- 
tionists need apply. One used to carrying an invalid gentleman 
upstairs preted. Apply—Mrs. SLOPER, Mildew Court, Battersea.” 


* 

Some of the fair sex have recently started a society called the 
Ante-Gush Society. Should any member so far forget herself as 
to use the word “ Love” ; 
in connection with an 
article or person—for in- 
stance, a “love” of a 
costume, or a “love” of 
a mash — she is imme- 
diately fined 10s. “ Per- 
fectly magnificent,” “Aw- 
fully jolly,” “Quite too 
lovely,” and “A glorious 
time of it,” are remarks 
that may be indulged in 
at prices varying from 
5s. to ls. The Associa- 
tion is becoming popular 
behind the scenes at 
many of our theatres, 
and it’s amusing to see 
how very careful the 
girls are in their choice 
of language. : 


* 

Capt. CoE, the young 
gentleman who writes 
“Sporting Chat” in 
the Star, gravely in- 
forms us in a recent 
edition of that popular 
“’a'p'orth,” thata gentle- 
man of the name of 
Capt. Jones is in the 
habit of laying horses. 
This is very clever on 
the part of Capt. Jones, and we are willing to find him a vacancy 
on our staff if he will guarantee to lay us, say six thoroughbreds 
a week. What do you say, captain, to this offer? 


(Saturday, October 18, 1890, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING OCTOBER 257TH, 1890, 
» . 


19th October, 1657.— Patrick Makel Wian, Mi 
bury, Northumberland, under this date, wrote Ses eee 
of Antwerp, in which he makes this statement :—“1 was born in 
1546. My sight, much decayed many years ago, is now, about the 
hundred and tenth year of my age, become clear. Hair adorns r, 4 
hitherto bald skull. It is now the third year since I had two n, dl 
teeth.” The truth of this is vouched for by Alderman Atkins who 
“re that ne por _ md peste Mag Pao His wife was age 
fifty years old, and he ve children after hi ighty. “fou 
of them lusty lasses.” OMe “it 


a a 
20th October, 1838.—A Carlisle r of this date says :— 
“A farmer in the township of Nicholfvten, having dan bend 
from home, mounted a small Highland pony and commenced iis 
ourney. Meeting with an old acquaintance, they agreed upon 
aving a dram at the house of Mrs, Mitchell, Stoney Gate, and 
accordingly the pony was left at the door. In drinking ‘here's to 
thee and here's to thee,’ time flew past on rapid wings tothem. Not 
so, however, with poor ‘ Rorry, who at last walked iuto the par- 
lour, took up a small hand bell, and actually rung it as much as to 
say, ‘Bring mea dram tu.’ The waiter ran ina great hurry, and 
there st Per ‘Rorry,’ with the greatest composure imaginable 
with the bell in his mouth, ring, ring, ringing.” ; 


21st October, 1644.—Evelyn, speaking of Legorne under 
this date, says :—“ Here in the Piazza is a concourse of slaves, son: 
buying, others selling, others drinking, others playing; some 
working, others sleeping, Sghting, singing, weeping—all nearly 
naked and pegs A chayn'd. Here was a tent where an idle 
fellow might stake his liberty against a few crowns at dice or other 
hazard, and if he lost, he was immediately chayn'd and led away 
to the galleys, where he was to serve a term of years, but from 
whence he seldom returned. Many sottish Persons, in a drunken 
bravado, would try their fortune in this way. 


22nd October, 1876.—At a meeting of the Manchester 
Board of Guardians, this day, the clerk read a letter which had 
arrived at the workhouse, addressed to Catherine Pouley O’Ward, 
an old woman nearly eighty years of age, who could neither read 
nor write. It contained these words only :—“ Please and let le 
no when you die.” 


23rd October, 1667.—When Charles II. this day laid the 
first stone of the Koyal Exchange, there was present one Matty 
Dawson, who died in 1759, aged 138 years. He was thirteen times 
married. and on the marriage of one of his great-great-grandchil- 
dren, being then 121 years old, went down a country dance with 
as much vivacity and agility as the most youthful of the company, 
He took an ounce of snu r diem, and smoked almost inces- 
santly. In his youth he had nm extremely Lg looking, and an 
extraordinary favourite with the ladies, and had fought uo less 
than 130 duels without ever receiving a wound. 


24th October, 1685.—The famous Edict of Nantz securing 
tothe French Protestants the free exercise of their religion, was 
this day revoked, and the horrible massacre of the Huguenots 
occurred. Many of those who escaped settled at Wandsworth, and 
engaged in silk dying, hat making, etc. In the Huguenots Cemetery 
there are numerous old gravestones to be seen, but the inscriptions 
are for the most part illegible. 


25th October, 1682.—This day Miss Minna Wookey, when 
within six days of her ninth year, swam 500 yards at the Clifton 
baths, Bristol, in 13 minutes 4} seconds. 


CAUGHT ON THE NOD. 


“WELL, what does it mean?” asked a pretty Board Schovl 
teacher of a pupil who has i spelt see. 

“ Dunno, teacher,” replied the ¢ i]. 

“You little—ahem !—what do | do with my eyes?” observed the 
pretty Board School teacher. 

“You wink, teacher,” responded the pupil, with a vivid recol- 
lection of the last visit of the handsome inspector. 


——_—_—. 


WHAT'S IN A NAME? 


It is not generally known that the Ladies of the Corps de Ballet 
usually have three names—the one that appears on the Bills, their 
pet sobriquets among each other in their dressing-rooms, and their 
own proper names, Some years ago when Mr. Howard Paul, F.0.*.. 
was Manager of the Alhambra, he had the curiosity to tabulate the 
various cognoment by which the girls were known. This is the 
list he made :— 


Theatrical Name. Dressing-room Name. Real Name. 
May St. Clair Jumbo Susan Smith 
Rosalie Fitz Gibbons Straps Kate Wilson 
Sylvia Mordaunt Lardy Jane Cobb 
Eva Latour Hairpins Sabina Slimmons 
Eulalie St. John Creases Emma Fox 
Gwendoline Dunraven Sloppy Emily Brown 
Georgina Wallingford Maria Walker 
Adelina Lesparre Skinny Galee Mary Luff 
Topsy Darlington Squiffy Rebecca Joves 
Gladys Brandon Titty-fa-la Ann Peters 


Florence Carrington Gums Sarah Pidding 


Henrietta Beaufort The pet name of this odorous | Janet Green 
| damsel is unfit for publication. | 
Gabrielle Trevelyon | Waddles | Betsy Blake 
Mabel Champney ; Cold Cream Fanny Hood 
Ida Sackville | Muffins Susan Ibbs 
Fanny Vavasour This antique female had two | Maria Hoggius 
Featherstone names “ Foy to her face, and 

“ Scraggy ” behind her back. , 
Kathleen Debrett “Real Jam,” and | Milly Lewis 

“Gin and Cloves” | 


TRUTH IS STRANGER THAN FICTION. 

DEAR, sweet, kind old ALLY, he ain’t been quite so well lately ss 
he might have been. “I shall send Alexandry out with you to take 
care of you,” said Mrs, 8, ; “and don’t you make that dear boy per: 
fectly sick with a-ramming them heart-cakes down his throat at 
ev'ry gin-pub. you step into.” Then the dignity of ALLY was such 
that you might have cut it into a dozen chunks, and there woul 
have been enough of haughtiness in each for a retired tripe dresser 
patronizing a poor relation. Yet for all that, somehow or the other, 
towards the pensive time of twilight er on was missed, an 
ALLY was discovered patting the top of a pillar letter-box, while he 
cooed out like a paternal sucking dove, “Alexandry, blesh your 
pretty head ; how you've grown! 


ALLY SLOPER’S 
FREE LIFE INSURANCE. 


E15O 2, raid by Mn. Grupent Duzer, te nits 
prictor of “ ALLY SLOPER's HALF-Houipay,” fo ('¢ 


neat-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl (Railway Servants 
on duty exce ted) who should happen to meet with his or her death 
in a Railwhy Accident, in any part of the United ee 
PROVIDED a co Py of the current issue of “ALLY SLOPER'S |ALF- 
HOLIDAY" «8 £4 nd upon the Deceased at the time of the Accide ss 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY” is published throughout Ve 
United Kingdom every Thursday morning at 8 o'clock, and a 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 8 o'elue 
the following Thursday morning. 
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Saturday, October 18, 1890.) 
MEM. FOR MALE AND FEMALE MASHERS. 


Th talk of an apparatus to be called The Electric Beautifier. It 
vs Agate other things, to beautifully curl ladies’ tresses and gentlemen's 
c's‘jstaches in less than three minutes.) 


On! ye who'd fain 


look mashing 
? Ms nll done by Q (Whichever be your 
> kindness amd the oe) 


creche B eutpir Ase * 4 demeanour 


ing, 

Beholders 

rplex. 

Oh, ux, who own 
moustaches, 

Oh, belles, sweet 
tress arrayed, 

A plan (with swell- 

dom's cachets) 
Now offers you its 


aid. 
This new affair doth 
claim 
To make the spry 
look spryer ; 
And, therefore, note 
the name— 
The Electric Beauti- 


fier! 

Now, first let’s take the ladies 

(Yes, place aux dames, you know) ; 
This new invention made is 

To make curls comme il faut. 
And will make moustaches splendid 

In less than minutes three ; 
Quite pend and curly ended 

Will those moustaches be ! 
So, ye who think of fame, 

In fashion to stand higher, 
Note this new dodge’s name— 

The Electric Beautifier ! 


————_.———_—_ 


SPORTING CONUNDRUM. 

Wuat is the difference between Frank Slavin and the common 
or garden lady when she’s a-shopping? Give it up in once, will 
you? Well, one counters desperately across the jaw, and the other 
jaws desperately across the counter. Next, please. 

——— 


THE ONLY BITE. 

Two jolly old Waltonians went out in a punt, the other day, to 
make believe and have a day's fishing. The usual hamper was in 
the punt, accompanied by the customary jar and bottle, and they 
enjoyed their lunch muchly. Inthe afternoon, one of themsuddenly 
exclaimed, “Hallo! I’ve got er bite, old mansh!" “ What’sh it?” 
inquired the other. “A gudshion?” “No,” responded the first, 
-jt’sha flea.” Then they had another drink and went tosleep again. 


Each Week Complete in Itself. 


SLOPER’S WEEKLY PRESENTS. 


The Friend of Man gives Two Substantial Presents away every 
week to Purchasers of “ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY "—one to 
a Lady, and one toa Gentleman. Cut out and fill in the Label 
printed below, expressing a wish what you are in want of, and post 


it to:— 
‘ ALLY’S “PRESENT” DEPARTMENT, 
“ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


in left-hand corner of 


would 


*,° Applicants must write distinctly 


Encelope whether it is a Lady or Gentleman applying. 


“Ally Sloper's Half-Holiday,” October 18th, 1890. 


Address 


WUD enero eran Pe eee ee oat 


© “Sloper Watches” will not be given. 
194th WEEK. 


LIST FOR OCTOBER 4th. 
The following Applicants have been given 


“SLOPER PRESENTS.” 

1. KATIE THOMPSON, 214 Westminster Road, LIVERPOOL. 
A WOREBOX. 

2. GUNNER EDWARD ELLIOTT, 16 Field Battery, R.A., 


NEWCASTLE-ON-TYNE. 
A RIDING WHIP. 


TOOTSIE’S MATRIMONIAL AGENCY. 


Advertisements will be inserted in this 
clumn free of charge, provided the 
Nnder's Name and Adésce are inclosed, 
wit for publication, but as a guarantee 
“t good faith. Tvotsie undertakes to 
Jurward, unopened and post-free, all 
letters received in reply to the adver- 
tisements, Address— 


TOOTSIE, “MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” 


“THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Jane, London, E.C, 


J)OLLie wishes to correspond with a 
v gentleman, with a view to matrimony. 
ould not object to being an old man’s “ darling” 
teed: of @ young man's “slave.” ‘Please ad- 
iress—* DOLLIE,” Tootsie's Matrimonial Agency. 
> = + 
A PROFESSIONAL GENTLEMAN, 
aged 26, fair, tall, considered good-looking, 
Perior education, income very small, would 
he hear from a single or widow lady, with 
“eans preferred, Photos exchanged. Only those with honourable intentions 
ease reply, Addrees—* P, M.,” Tootsie’s Matrimonial Agency. 


A MAI DEN forlorn, Wished she'd never been born, Till she heard 
<* of this Agency true, Wishes a gentleman would Be so awfully good To 
(‘respond with this poor little Loo, Address—“ L00,” Tootsie's Matrimonial 


of su 
like 


ADA (Aged 19). 


BERTIE, aged 23, dark, with black eyes, height 5ft. 11}in., of 
oe food family, and in good position, would like to correspond ha fair 
yung lady, aged 19. Address, inclosing photo (strictly private), “BERTIE,” 
~otsie's Matrimonial Agency. 


M4 RY (a Cook ), aged 25, would like to correspond with a respec- 
wif table man, about 30, with a trade. Mary would make a good affectionate 
“te toa kind man, Address —“ M. W.,” Tootsie’s Matrimonial Agency. 


YUNG SCOTCHMAN, tall and fairly good-looking, gentleman 


ke to correspond with pretty 


a lady. Please iuclose photo. 
SCOTT,” Tootaie’s Matrimo — 


ye 


.ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


“De Keyser’s Royau Hore,” Lonpoy, E.C., 
October 1st, 1890. 

DEAR ALLY,—With reference to one of your correspondent’s 
letters in a recent issue of your most interesting paper, may I, as 
one of the oldest subscribers, suggest, that before you allow your 
daughter to accept Mr. “Slater's” invitation to join his staff, you 
should make some preliminary inquiries. As a matter of fact, there 
is no such person as Mr. Henry Slater connected with that office. 
If T am not very much in error, this gentleman's real name is 
Tinsley, and Messrs. Freshfield, the well known solicitors, could 
furnish you with certain facts not to his credit. If Tootsie ever 
scans financial papers, let her read the Financial Observer, pub- 
lished on August 9th ; the articles therein concerning Mr. Tinsley, 
Mr, Slater has not attempted to refute, so that your daughter 
can draw her own conclusions. With kindest regards, yours always 
faithfully, HARRY H. SHEPPARD, 


GLOBE THEATRE, W.C., October 3rd, 1890, 
My DEAR ALLY,—The magniticent oil painting, “Corin and 
Touchstone,” with which your “Art Union” has presented me, is 
now hanging on my ancestral walls—or rather, on one of them. It 
is the pride of the district and the envy of my neighbours. Oddly 
enough, the artist, Fred Barnard, is a very old and valued friend of 
mine. When are you going to bring The Family to see the Black 

Rover? Love to Tootsie. Poisons when we meet. Thine, 
CHARLES COLLETTE, F.O.S. 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
No. 31.—HE Is INTERVIEWED BY CAPTAIN SHAW. 


WHEN from tripping on the beaches and from dipping in the brine, 

When from jolly seaside flirtings and from donkey gallops fine, 

When from smoking smuggled ‘bacca and imbibing smuggled wine, 
Came The Eminent to London, you may bet 

That the good-for-nothing youngsters in his office wept for woe, 

For the good-for-nothing youngsters felt the weight of ALLY’s toe 

When The Eminent discovered that while he was “on the go” 
They had been a very dilatory set ! 


“Why, confound you!” roared The Fossil, “ you have still received 


your pay, 

Yet I find that all your duties you've neglected day by day. 

Here’s my sanctumest of sanctums in the wildest disarray, 
Here’s my slippers in the rubbish basket cast ! * 

But I see that you've been guilty of a still more heinous freak ; 

Here’s the Relics in my window never dusted for a week, t 

And each passer-by is moaning, with a tear upon his cheek, 
That the day of SLOPER's cleanliness is past !” 


It was almost time for closing when The Ramrod reached Shoe Lane, 
And he kicked the lazy pipetiogs from his presence with disdain, 
As he swore that, though he laboured till Aurora rose again, 

He himself would lick the diggings into shape. 
So he doffed his regal raiment, and in porter’s togs he dressed, 
And he found a mop and chamois, and a broom and all the rest, 
And, perspiring, puffing, blowing, with indomitable zest 

fe began to scour and polish, sweep and scrape ! 


. = = s s . 
*Twas an hour or two past mid-«ght, and the clouds hung black 
and low 


a the mists had been collecting for the last six hours or so), 
Vhen a London peeler hollered, * Goramussy ! 'ere’s a go!” 
And he started off like lightning at a trot. 
“Tt's that queer old crib o’ SLOPER's, howsomefar as I can see, 
And, in course, it’s full o’ papers, as is well beknown to me ; 
So ’twill play the very devil in a twinkling, if so be 
As they ain’t almighty quickly on the spot !" 


But he sent the summons swiftly in his eagerness and dread, 
And to Eastward and to Westward and to North and South it sped ; 
And in every part of London very soon the gallant tread 
Of the firemen’s nimble horses could be heard. 
And each citizen, awaking, had but slightly to inquire 
Ere he Lacie the dreadful tidings—’TWAS THE “ SLOPERIES " ON 
‘IRE! 
And the spirit of each citizen, by accident so dire, 
To profoundest grief and sympathy was stirred. 


But, when all the London engines were assembled in Shoe Lane, 
Captain Shaw was somewhat angry, somewhat filled with grief and 


pain, 
Somewhat prone to naughty language when he found that all in 
vain 
He had peoueae his men, his horses and his hose ; 
For The Eminent, all heedless of the rushing to and fro, 
Squatted, dusting, in his window, and of course he didn't know 
That the sight the “slop"’ had taken fora conflagration’s glow 
Was his labour flushed and fiery coloured Nose ! 
®“The Boss isa hijiat. Why, he akshly lockt the dore and tuck kce away 
when he went to the seeside. But ‘taint no yoos argifyin’ with sich a pigedit old 
osserhoss,”— Foreman Ofice Boy. 
¢t “The Boss isa perrisher. Thay was dusted 2ce a day."—F. 0. B. 


OF COURSE. 

“You seemed on very good terms with that pretty girl in the 
confectioner’s shop,” said Spinner. “ Didn't you squeeze her hand 
as she gave you the ice cream!” “Pooh! pooh! Why,man, there 
was a decided coolness between us.” 


PRIZE COMPETITION. 
£1:1:0 and the “SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT” have been 
presented to 
J. C. HOWES, 47 Percy Road, Kilburn, N.W. 


Sor the Best Nursery Rhyme, having for its first Line the words, 
AN ARTIST, ONE JOHN McNEILL WHISTLER. 


AN artist, one John McNeill Whistler. 
Once found himself prone on the floor, 

For trying to lick, with a ha’penny stick, 
An editor—Mr. Gus Moore. 


ALLY SLOPER’S POOR BOX. 
es 
*.* Subscribers of not less than a Shilling will receive (post- 
Sree) a Cabinet size Photograph of A, SLOPER, Esq., F.O.M 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED LAST WEEK, £419 Ils. 54d. 
ALLY SLOPER. Esq. (weekly donation), £1; H.R. DE LA Mort, 1s, 6d.: Gro. 
F. TERRY, Is.; W. K. LANGFORD, ld.; PH. ECHLIN, Is, 6d.; RL PL, Is. WT. 
PORTER, Is.; BARNEY O'FLYN, 18.3 F. STARR, Is.; C, OWEN, Is, 6d,; BARON DE 
SPRAY, 28.3; Lizzie EVELEIGH, 4d. 
Making a total received up to October 7th, 1890--£51 3s, 44d. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


WE hear of 2 Mr. Murph rR who has been jilted by his lady-love. 
Is not this a case of potato blight? 

WHAT 1s A CABMAN?—An individual to whom you pay an 
extortionate price, so as to escape from the smell of his breath. 

WHAT is AN INTERVIEWER /—A person who stops you, on your 
way to get married, to inquire what size you take in shirts. 

WHAT Is A MORALIsST?—One who (while sneaking your silk 
pocket-handkerchief) preaches to you about the beauty of holiness, 

“Dem GOLDEN SLIPPERS.” — Sovereigns, especially when you 
are on the “rang-tang.” 

THE MODERN JACK-OF-ALL-TRADES—John Burns, 
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SLOPER'S SELEOT LIBRARY. 
CAPTAIN GREGORY’S LEG. 


(A MeEnpDacious ROMANCE OF MERCENARY MATRIMONY.) 
ee 
CHAPTER VII. 

DURING the five or six weeks which elapsed between the arrival 
of the rubber leg and the marriage day, the captain had put his limb 
to every conceivable 
test, and it had stood 
them splendidly. 
There was an elasticit 
about the leg, whic 
yielded itself to un- 
ex pected incidents. 
When the captain hit 
his leg against some 
unexpected piece of 
furniture, the leg 
suffered no harm, and 
when he stepped short 
on a stair and stubbed 
his toe against a step 
the incident elicited 
almost no sound, 
Perhaps the noiseless- 
ness of the leg was the 


greatest disadvantage 
the ae? had dis- 
covered, n the old 


wooden pin days there 
had been a cheerful 
duet kept up between 
his two understand- 
ings—a kind of dump- 
dot-dump-dot, whose 
rhymetical _ regularity 
was soothing to the 
ear; but, with his new 
leg, only one footstep 
was heard. This gave 
5 a mysterious, ghostly 
kind of aspect to his locomotion, which was apt to be disquieting 
to strangers. 

At last the day dawned on which Mary and the captain were to 
be wedded. It dawned bright but cold. The sun shone brightly, 
but a sharp December breeze made the air sharp. In deference to 
the weather probabilities, it had been determined that all who 
attended the ceremony at church were to be warmly clad, and this 
brought pleasure to the captain's heart, because he loved not the 
tomfooleries of their muslin. As he looked out of the window at 
the crisp air and chuckled, and as he slapped his artificial leg with 
the palm of his hand—he always slapped the artiticial leg now. as 
being less painful than slapping the other—he called himself a 
happy man. 

e was even generous to-day, such was the ameliorating influence 
of successful love, . 
and he_ bestowe 
a half-sovereign on 
the slavey who 
brought his break- 
fast, with an air 
as if half-sovere- 
igns were a matter 
of apparent indif- 
erence to him. 

The captain was 
brave — constitu- 
tionally brave — 
but, as fhe hour 
approached for the 
ordeal, he trem- 
bled. Who that 
has gone through 
the same trial will 
blame him? As 
he tied his tie, he 
thought of ribald 
jokes he had 
neard about the 
matrimonial noose, 
and as he parted 
his hair, he won- 
dered if Mary 
would ever, after 
the alleged manner 
of some of his 
kind, attempt to 
part his locks with 
the smoothing-iron. ». 

At length he reached the church. The thoughtful authorities 
had given orders that it should be warmed, and any chill, which 
might have been felt by the captain, was soon dispelled by the 

enial warmth of the interior of the building. The ceremony 
fan. The words were spoken ; the twain were man and wife. 

But the captain, though he had achieved a triumph in love, felt 
a serious sinking. The sinking was not in his heart, it was in his 
leg, and on looking down, it appeared as if his foot was spreading 
over the floor of the sacred edifice. Unconsciously, he had been 
standing over the hot air aperture in the floor, and the hot blast 
had melted his leg. In the brief space the symmetry had all per 
peared, and the upright portion was about as straight as a cork- 
screw, while at the foot, the rubber had overflowed the boot and 

; had spread about 
a quarter of an 
acre ov either side. 
The leg was also 
about ten inches 
shorter than it 
formerly was. 

It was another 
disaster in legs. 
Some difficulty was 
experienced in per- 
forming the short 
journey to the 
vestry to sign the 
necessary register ; 
but this difficult 
overcome, they sal- 
lied out, the captain 
having a decided 
list to starboard. 
When they got 
down to the car- 
ringe in waiting, 
it was found that 
the captain could 
not get his foot in 
at the doorway, 
and as it would 
have been indeli- 
cate to remove the 

Auother disaster in legs. leg in the street, 

they pushed him 

in through the window, and left his foot sticking ont. The effect 

was picturesque, but not ornamental, and it caused considerable 
remark among the spectators. 

The honeymoon journey had to be postponed. 

( Zo be continued next week.) 


An elasticity about the leg. 


Bestowed a half-sovereign on the slavey. 


_ 
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THE "F.O.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No. 173.—JOHN D'AUBAN, F.O.S. 


“I~ John D'Auban we have a man who can be truly said to 
have danced into fame. Some years ago, an entirely unknown 
man, he has by sheer perseverance, assisted by elastic like legs, 
made his name famous throughout the United Kingdom. Our 
hero has had rather a curious career, born, as it may be said, 
with a silver table spoon in his munth, he has sojourned both 
in the Peers’ Mansions and the peasants’ huts, though it must re- 
gretfully be confessed, more frequently in the latter. John is what 
inay be called a Whitechapel lamb, having made his first public 
appearance in that locality. This he did in the tap room of a well 
known public house, where he executed a wonderful double 
shuffle, much to the admiration of the pearly brigade who had 
gathered together to view his performance. Our hero's light 
footedness became the talk of all London, and before a week had 
elapsed, he was summoned to appear before the Archbishop of 
Canterbury. His Grace was greatly struck with John’s agility, 
and immediately consented to become his patron, and by ourhero’s 

resent tion inthe theatrical world it can at once be seen 
how well he has prospered under such eminent patronage. Chiefly 
because of his excellent dancing abilities, our hero was created 
F.O.8. and the * Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to him January, 
18th, 1890."— Debrett Improved, 


“ Now, look here, mother ; no one will take us for ladies if you 
_ buy Rvopenn oth of butter at a time, when you go for my half 
and half.” 


The Baron, having crumpled up Sir Daggodel and made things 
hum generally in the Tourney, is now off to dress for dinner. 


Youngster (plaintively). Oh, mamma, I've dot a fee! 


ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


ALL THE DIFFERENCE! 


< DANY : 4  / + 
1 Din “4 
, f Mie Y 


Lady Visitor, What two sweet little girls! Twins, I presume ¢* 


Elsie (indignantly), No, indeed, we are not! /am the eldest. Alice was born quite half an hour after me! 


(1). Poor Stonebroke had planked his last stiver on a “wrong ‘un” for the Watch- 
ueallem Stakes, and sat quaking for fear of a call from his landlady with her weekly 
bill—(2). Now it happened that a fashionable burglar had had his eye on the house 
for some time past.— (3). And happened to choose that very night to break in.— 
(4). Stonebroke heard his step outside his door. “Oh lor'!” thought he, “bere she 
comes at last !"——(5). So he hastily concealed himself. But when he saw the bur- 


WHERE IGNORANCE IS BLISS, Etc. 


Mrs. Brown said she would be in time and avoid the scrowging when she again went 
to the theatre, so she took up her position fully three hours before the doors opened ; but 
when nine o'clock arrived she felt rather annoyed on being told that the door where all 
the people went in at was round the corner. 


London : Printed by DALZIEL BROTHERS, at thelr Cauden Press, High Street, N.W., and Published by the Proprietor, GILBERT DALZIEL, at “ Zhe Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C.—Saturday, October 18, 1890. 


temper 


glar, he took in the situation at a glance, and as he “ 


(Saturday, October 18, 1970, 


Ist Quarreller. You fool! ye seem in a mighty hot 


with me, 2nd Quarrelier, Hot! not half as 


AN OPPORTUNE ARRIVAL. 


hot's the place I want ter send you to. 


i} 


Calais). What may be your name? 


i p 7 
| French Beak (to The Wreck, who has got into trouble at 


(And this is fame! 


ted” the watch chain and 


diamond scarf pin, he smiled a happy smile.—(6). After a brief and desperate 
struggle, the burglar was o wered.—(7). And Stonebroke 
him of his valuable. 8). And after giving him an energetic kicking, together 
with a few words of good advice concerning his future conduct, found himself in pos- 
session of more wealth than he had ever owned before in his life. 


ANOTHER 


“EXCELSIOR” 


SUIT. 


led to relieve 


When he passed the window in the morning, how he revelled in the ean 
of all those Gizzlethorpe girls; but when he came back in the afternoon, 0" 


how changed were his feelings! 


aD 


